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Summary 


Peter was in awe when he stumbled upon a golden hind in the preserve, but when it continued 
to appear to the rest of the pack the older wolf was forced to ponder just how the creature 
came to be in Beacon hills. Doing favors for a sacred deer just brought about more questions 
than answers, and the answer to the biggest question will shock the entire pack. 


Notes 


I just love this little story, I love finding new types of creatures to turn Stiles into lol. I hope 
you all enjoy it. 


Peter loped low to the ground, following the scent trail of a rabbit. He didn’t need the food, 
but it was always fun to give into one's baser instincts. He scented every few feet, prepared 
for when the rabbit would inevitably dart out of the underbrush in fright. He was prepared to 
chase it down, to sink his teeth into it. 


Growling, he scoured the earth, following its scent only to still abruptly when he heard a stag 
give a loud bellow of pain. Ears perking, the wolf stood up and looked around to see if the 
injured stag was in sight. Inhaling deeply, Peter caught the faint scent of it upon the wind. 
With a new target, Peter trotted his way closer and closer towards the much bigger meal that 
he’d get to enjoy. It was as he came up and over a small valley that he froze. 


His ears lay flat as he lay upon his belly to stare back in wonder at the creature that was 
thrashing about, confused bellow of pain leaving its throat as it tried to break itself free. 
Panting from his run, Peter glanced about but he saw no hunters in sight. Assured that no one 
would see him, he loped down the hillside skittering to a stop when the stag reared back in 
fright of him. He laid down, waiting patiently for the stag to calm, he was in no rush, and 
sooner or later the great beast would realize that Peter didn’t intend for it to be an easy meal 
despite its present position. 


His eyes narrowed at the snare that had gotten snagged around the great stag's antlers, forcing 
the creature to be tethered to a tree. Cuts littered its golden hide where barbed wire had been 
strewn about the brush in some crude attempt of a trap. The stag gave a great cry as it reared 
up once more, trying to rip itself free of the snare. Peter shook himself out as he stood and 
from one breath to another he stood before the creature, he held up his hands as it snorted, 
pawing at the ground now that it was faced with him in another form. 


“Easy...Easy.” He slowly approached the panting animal. “Let me just take a look, we might 
be able to get you out of this without needing my teeth.” He was mindful of how the stag 
stomped its feet, prepared to get kicked if he wasn’t smart enough to move. 


Peter reached out a hand and wrapped it around a branch of the mighty stag's antler. “There 
we go.” He lowered the great beast's head, glaring at the snare that was wrapped around the 
rack of the beast. Its repetitive snorting made it known that the stag was only entertaining 
him for now and that at any moment it could try to get rid of him. 


Peter tugged on the snare, grimacing when the stag tried to shake its head. “Easy now...Just 
hold still.” He smiled when the weak metal gave way under his strength. Unwrapping the 
wire from around the stags antlers took a bit of finnagling but when he was done, Peter was 
able to step back and smile. 


The stag shook itself out, staring back at him silently. “There, that’s better.” Peter watched on 
as the stag turned and licked at one of the wounds on its pelt, its eye never leaving him. Its 
ears came erect as it lifted its head looking around. 


“There shouldn’t be anything out here but us, you’re quite safe.” He assured the great stag. It 
still shifted warily upon its hooves, giving him a passing glance before it took a step forward 
as if to see if it would be allowed. 


Peter took another step back, giving the stag room. “You’re not my prey.” He assured the 
animal. After all, this wasn’t some regular stag, Peter had no intentions of angering a goddess 
for the sake of a meal. He bowed his head at the hind and watched on silently as it began to 
walk through the forest. 


He shook his head at the beautiful creatures passing. “I don’t know what brought you all the 
way to Beacon Hills, but you should be mindful of hunters.” He huffed. “Then again, I pity 
any who anger a goddess by hunting you.” 


Rolling his shoulders, Peter changed forms with ease and began the trek back toward where 
he’d stashed his car. His run through the forest was done with now that he’d freed the rare 
golden hind, it was best not to hunt while the stag was about so as not to offend it. 
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“Be mindful if you’re in the preserve, a hind is passing through.” Given the frowns he’d just 
spoken gibberish, sighing, Peter said. “A golden hind.” Blank stares, he glared and said. 
“Artemis’ golden hind, a stag.” 


“A deer?” 

Peter growled. “It’s not just a deer.” 
“Then what is it?” 

“Tt's a blessing.” 

“A stag is a blessing?” 


Given the unconvinced tone of voice, he was still losing them. “The golden hind is protected, 
arare animal, and I for one pity whoever causes it harm. If you see it in the preserve give it 
proper respect, bow, and let it pass.” 


“Bow?” Erica huffed. “To a deer?” 


Peter scowled. “Yes, because there is a vengeful goddess who might do unmentionable things 
to you if you offend her precious deer.” 


“Really?” Scott frowned. “Like...That’s all real?” 


“Yes.” Peter bit out. “You’re a werewolf, why is this so shocking to you?” He got shrugs 
from the teens, growling he turned to his nephew and asked the younger wolf. ““Why did you 
have to choose them?” 


Derek smirked at his uncle's complaint even as the teens shouted at the man. “We’ll be 
cautious about the hind, it’Il pass through soon enough.” 


Peter nodded. “They’re not known for lingering about places.” He eyed the Betas carefully. 
“That does not mean you go in search of it, do you hear me?” He got various grumbles. “If 
you offend that stag you’ ll regret it.” 


“How do you offend a stag?” 
Peter sighed and threw out. “Pretend that it's your Alpha and stay out of trouble.” 
“We don’t bow to Derek.” 


Peter smirked at the argument. “That is his problem, my point is that you should treat it with 
the utmost respect.” 


“Fine.” Erica rolled her eyes. 
“Ts it cool looking?” 


Peter glared at Scott. “It is a golden stag, a large beast with an every greater pair of antlers. 
It’s majestic and it commands respect.” 


“Cool.” 


Somehow he had a feeling that his words were lost on the group, leaving it alone, well aware 
that one if not all of them could call down the rather of artemis upon themselves Peter turned 
to his nephew and said. “I’m sure I don’t have to warn you, you know better.” Derek nodded 
back at him, good, at least someone was smart. 
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Scott played with his phone as he walked mindlessly towards Derek’s loft, he smirked at the 
latest text from Erica. The girl complaining about their history homework. He frowned when 
he suddenly got the sensation that he wasn’t alone as he thought he was. 


Lifting his head he looked about only to freeze when he laid eyes on it. “Woah.” That was 
definitely not a normal deer. He tensed when the hind lifted its head from where it had been 
grazing, it snorted and pawed at the ground. 


Scott waved his hands at the sign of aggression. “Not gonna hurt you.” He threw out in haste. 
“Man, you’re wicked.” The hind snorted once more before falling still in its footing, they 
stared at each other silently. Scott swallowed when he realized he’d forgotten what Peter had 
told them to do, feeling awkward but not wanting to deal with whatever consequences could 
befall him, he bowed his head to the creature. 


He heard it move but didn’t dare to look up. It drew nearer given the noises of the underbrush 
crackling beneath the hooves of the creature. He tensed when hot breath ghosted his head, he 


dared to look up. His eyes were wide as he stared at the impressive beast, it tilted its head to 
the side staring back at him. 


Scott smirked and said. “Man the others are going to be jealous, you’re awesome.” The hind 
snorted before twisting away, Scott watched its path as it returned to the little glade where it 
had been eating. It shook itself out before giving the teen one more passing glance, it lowered 
its head once more and began to feed. 


Scott swallowed, now what? Did he wait for it to leave or did he bail and hope he didn’t 
offend it? Carefully he lifted his phone and frantically sent a text to Peter. 


Scott: What do I do...The hind is right in front of me and I bowed but now it's just 
grazing...Can I like leave or do I have to stay put? 


Peter: You can leave, just be quiet and courteous to its space. 


Scott blew out a relieved breath and slowly skirted around the great stag. He kept a slow even 
pace until the hind was quite a ways off from himself. Smirking, the teen started to jog, he 
couldn’t wait to tell the others what he’d seen. 
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“The new kid is annoying.” 


Scott and Isaac snickered at Erica's annoyance. “You’re just saying that because he was 
sarcastic to you.” The dark glare the girl gave was ignored. 


“T mean you did piss him off.” Isaac shrugged. “I think he was just getting even at that point.” 


The girl huffed when two of her pack mates didn’t back her up. “I didn’t see you two getting 
buddy-buddy with him.” 


Scott shrugged. “I think he’s just tired of moving around, I mean word has it he’s moved like 
ten times this year already.” 


“Probably gets kicked out of schools.” Erica grinned. 


Scott rolled his eyes, they didn’t have any proof of that but he didn’t try to argue with Erica. 
She clearly had a vendetta against the new kid now that he’d thrown a few words her way. 


Scott gave a wave when Derek and Peter returned. “There’s a new kid at school.” Both of the 
wolves paused, frowning at him. “What?” 


“And this is newsworthy, why?” Peter drawled. He got shrugs from the teens and once more 
spoke under his breath. “You couldn’t have chosen adults.” 


Derek snorted at his uncle's continued complaint, he carried the groceries they’d gotten into 
the kitchen. It took a lot of food to feed a pack. 


“He’s rude.” 
Peter arched a brow. “Rude?” 
“He wasn’t rude.” Isaac corrected. “He was sarcastic to her.” 


Peter smirked. “I see...And that makes him rude?” Erica huffed, clearly irritated. Shaking his 
head at the juvenile argument Peter told the group. “So long as he doesn’t cause any trouble 
in town he isn’t our problem.” 


“T think he’s gotten kicked out of schools.” Erica threw back. ““He’s moved ten times this year 
alone, that’s not normal.” 


“Tt’s not, but you have no proof that he has some sort of ulterior motive.” Peter threw back at 
the Beta. 


“His dad’s the new sheriff,” Boyd informed Peter. 


“How lovely.” Peter drawled, not at all pleased to hear that they’d filled that vacant position 
with an outsider. “Stay out of trouble, the last thing we need is any of you gaining suspicion 
from our new sheriff.” 


“How would we be suspicious?” 


Peter snorted. “It wouldn’t take much given your history.” The scandalized shouting of the 
Betas was ignored as he turned to ask Derek. “Are you ready?” His nephew nodded, turning 
back to the Betas he cleared his throat to gain their attention as they continued to argue about 
the new boy in town. “We’re going to scout the preserve, stay out of trouble.” 


“How come we can’t go?” 


Peter gave a bored expression to the group. “Because you complain every time you go.” The 
group fell silent, assured that they weren’t going to argue further he joined Derek at the door. 
“Again, why them?” 


“Come on.” Derek huffed in amusement. 
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Running through the preserve was freeing, a quiet pastime that he shared with his nephew. 
Sure they scent-marked their territory every little bit, but for the most part, it was a way for 
them to reconnect. It was as the wind changed that the pair slid to a stop, both frowning when 
the scent of a human reached their nose. 


“We’re deep in the woods.” Peter scowled. 
“Maybe they’re lost.” 


Peter hummed, the hiking trails were far closer to town and didn’t cross into their territory. 
“Perhaps...Let’s go help them.” 


Derek huffed at the shrewd tone of voice his uncle used. He followed aside the man, the pair 
scenting their way towards the human who was invading their territory. They came across 
him soon enough, the lanky teen was just walking through the woods. “Hey!” Derek called 
smirking when the teen jumped and spun around. 


“What?” The teen scowled. 
“You’re on private property.” 
The teen snorted. “Nobody owns a forest.” 


Peter smirked. “We do, the preserve is our land and you’re trespassing.” He arched a brow 
when the teen folded his arms across his chest in an indignant manner. 


“T don’t buy it.” 


Peter scoffed. “Whether you believe us or not, I think the new sheriff would back us up.” 
That seemed to settle some of the haughty boy's attitude. 


“God do not call Dad.” 

Oh? Peter smirked. “Your father is the new sheriff?” 

The boy snorted. “Yeah, yippee for me...Do you really own the forest?” 

“We do,” Derek replied. 

“Cool.” Stiles glanced about. “It’s big.” 

“We assumed you were lost.” 

Stiles looked back down at the pair and frowned. “How’d you know I was here?” 

Ever the good one at lying, Peter replied. “We could see you as we jogged the property.” 


“You jog through the woods?” The teen huffed. “Man, your lives must be dull.” 


Peter scowled back at the teen. “Again. trespassing.” 
“Fine.” The boy huffed, twisting about to walk back towards town. 


Peter shook his head as he watched the retreating figure. “Well, now we know why Erica 
finds him rude.” 


Derek hummed, keeping an eye on the teen as he stormed his way out of the woods. “He’s 
just as stubborn as they are.” 


Peter laughed at his nephew's insight. “Once again II] remind you that you chose them.” 


Derek huffed, rolling his eyes he turned away from the retreating human and continued on 
the well-known path they took when scouting the property. “You won’t let me forget it.” 


“And I never will.” 
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Erica giggled as she kissed Boyd, the pair pressed up against a tree in the preserve. A safe 
little nook to make out where no one would stumble upon them. She gave a small moan into 
the kiss, her hands wrapping around Boyd’s neck as the other teen's hands roved her body. 


They were both entwined in what they were doing, enjoying themselves and the brief respite 
away from the pack until they heard a loud bellow. Jumping apart the pair twisted about, 
looking around the tree they had been pressed against they both gave a sharp inhale. 


“Holy fuck.” Erica called out as she stared at the golden hind, it was up on the hill its neck 
arched back as it gave another bellow as if calling for someone. 


“He’s huge.” 


Erica nodded her head as she watched the hind, it started walking down the ridge its majestic 
gate taking it closer to them. “Oh shit...here he comes.” 


Boyd wrapped an arm around Erica and pulled her back, they both froze when the hind’s ears 
went erect as its head jerked upright and it caught sight of them. The hind snorted, pawing at 
the ground as its ears went back. 


“Oh, that doesn’t look friendly.” 


“Bow.” Boyd hissed as he did just that, bowing his head at the creature that bellowed out at 
them. 


“R-Right.” Erica bowed her head despite feeling foolish for doing so. They could hear the 
hind moving, though they didn’t know what it was doing since their heads were bowed. 


Nervously, Erica shifted on her feet, tensing when the hind gave a loud call so very close to 
them. “Jesus.” 


“Tt’s okay,” Boyd called back to his nervous girlfriend. 


The snorting of the hind as it drew near had the wolves frozen, the pair tensed in tandem 
when a set of hooves was seen right before them. Its hot breath ghosted each of them as the 
beast inhaled and exhaled against them, the hooves moved off, the sound of the hind trailing 
off enough to see them lift their gaze. The hind had backed up, and was some ten feet away 
from them its piercing gaze laid upon them as it stared back impassively. 


“God he’s big.” 


The hind ears twitched before it shook itself out, it walked slowly off into the woods giving 
off a loud bellow into the forest as it ignored the two wolves. 


Erica exchanged a shocked look with Boyd. “That really just happened.” Boyd nodded back 
at her. “Wow.” Boyd grinned in response. 


“T guess now we know why Peter said he wasn’t a regular deer.” 


“No shit.” Erica gave a giddy laugh. “That was definitely not a regular deer.” 
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Isaac walked leisurely through the woods, not in a rush to catch up with the rest of the pack. 
His latest argument with his foster parents was still fresh in his mind and not for the first time 
did he wish he could just stay with Derek permanently. The Alpha might be able to give him 
refuge a few nights a week, but that just bolstered his foster parents in their claims that he 
was doing drugs. Shaking his head, the blonde continued forward intent on getting away from 
all the arguing if only for a little while. 


Inhaling deeply the teen froze a small smile coming to his face when he scented the deer, he 
loved stumbling upon the herd that navigated the forest. Careful, and quiet, he followed the 
scent until he was able to hide just behind a tree to gaze upon them. His eyes widened when it 
wasn’t just the does he was used to seeing. There in the middle of the small herd was the 
golden hind. Its large rack of antlers stuck out largely in comparison to the smaller does 
which laid about seemingly at peace with the supernatural creature. 


“Woah,” Isaac whispered to himself a bright smile forming on his face as he watched the 
herd. Crouching down, Isaac sat back on his heels and enjoyed watching the does as they 
lightly grazed where they lay, the hind for its part was laying but alert in how it twisted its 
head about. 


Isaac tensed when its piercing gaze fell on him. “Oh shit.” The hind was silent, still, but Isaac 
felt the heat of its gaze. Swallowing tightly, he bowed his head as they’d all been instructed to 


do. He wasn’t sure how long he was supposed to keep his head down, but he counted to ten 
before looking back up. 


The hind was still staring at him, but it hadn’t alerted the herd to his presence. Its ears flicked 
every now and then, but otherwise, it gave no proof that it was aware of the werewolf in their 
midst. 


Slowly, Isaac stood up, he smiled at the great beast before backing away slowly. He made his 
way towards the loft feeling privileged for having seen the hind, he’d been jealous of the 
others laying eyes upon it but now he could see for himself just why they’d had a healthy 
respect for the animal. 
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“FUCK!” 


Derek and Peter froze, glancing at each other at the loud exclamation they heard from the 
forest around them. “‘Well then, I think someone might have twisted their ankle.” 


Derek snorted even as they headed in the direction of the loud shouting. Whoever they were 
they were making a racket over something as stupid as a twisted ankle. It took a few minutes 
but when they came upon the trespasser they were both annoyed and shocked. It was the 
sheriff's kid again, but he hadn’t twisted his ankle, it was in a beartrap. 


“Shit.” Derek and Peter approached the teen as he glanced up at them. 
“What do you want?!” 


Peter huffed at the irritable teen. “Is that any way to thank your rescuers?” He crouched down 
scowling at the trap that was wrapped around the teen's ankle. Humming, he looked back at 
the cursing teen and told him. “Best to look away.” The teen stared back at him in shock. 
“Don’t worry, I won’t amputate it.” 


“Fuck you.” Stiles hissed. 


Chuckling Peter reached out and with far too much ease, bent the trap backward until it 
released the teen's ankle. “There we go.” 


“Oh god...So gnarly.” 
Derek sighed. “You stepped in a beartrap.” 


“T know!” Stiles bit out, he grimaced at the blood that was soaking through his torn jeans. 
“Oh god, Dad is going to kill me.” 


Peter chuckled. “For what? Trespassing or stepping in a bear trap? I don’t think he can blame 
you for the latter.” 


Stiles gave a small pained laugh. “Trust me he could.” 


Shaking his head, Peter stood up and held out his hand. “Come on, we’ll get you back on 
your feet and back to town.” 


“T am not walking this way.” 


Peter sighed. “Well, I doubt we could call emergency services this far out into the 
preserve...Consider this a warning to not wander on our property.” 


“Why do you have bear traps?!” 


Peter sighed looking down at the broken trap he replied. “It's not one of ours, people sneak 
onto the property to hunt.” 


“Well, fuck them.” 
Peter smirked and once more held out his hand. “Come on.” 


Groaning, Stiles took the man's hand and grimaced as he was unceremoniously yanked to his 
feet. “Woah!” The man helped catch him, Stiles kept his leg off the ground as he hissed. “Oh 
god...Damn, that hurts.” 


“Yes, well... You’re not a bear so I think it prudent of you to know that they hurt.” 
Stiles glared at the man. “I noticed.” 


Derek shook his head at Peter’s baiting of the teen, coming forward he forced the boy to wrap 
an arm around him. “Come on.” He helped Peter support the boy and began the long trip 
back to town, the sharp pained noises the teen made had Derek on edge. They could take care 
of his pain if he’d been aware of what they were, as it was, they had to ignore the teen like 
any human would and just cart him back to the edge of the preserve. “What made you think 
to trespass again?” 


“T don’t know, I was bored.” 
Derek scoffed. “And that’s enough to get you arrested?” 


Stiles snorted. “Dad wouldn’t arrest me...He’d just put one of those ankle monitors on me and 
ground me.” 


Peter laughed at the inherent threat the boy's father was. “An ankle monitor?” 


Stiles shrugged laxly. “They’re oddly annoying when you’re trying to sneak out of your 
bedroom window.” 


“I’m sure,” Peter replied in mirth. He glanced his nephew's way to see Derek shaking his 
head in disbelief. “Well, I’m sure this counts as a cautionary tale of not trespassing in the 
preserve again.” 


Stiles gave a short laugh. “Cautionary my ass.” The teen didn’t have the heart or rather guts 
to say that it wouldn’t stop him from coming back. He liked the preserve and just because the 
two men owned it didn’t mean that Stiles wouldn’t return when their backs were turned. 


He gave off plaintiff pained noises as they navigated the forest, the pair were doing a great 
job of supporting him and all, but the hopping steps that he was forced to take jostled his leg. 
“God, this is gonna leave a mark isn’t it?” 


“Probably.” Derek dryly replied. 
“You'll be lucky if it hasn’t broken any bones,” Peter informed the teen. 


“Oh goodie.” Stiles groused, he could already imagine the lecture that would be waiting for 
him once they got back into town where his father would find out about what he’d done. He 
grit his teeth as his leg was jostled as they climbed over a fallen log, dear god this sucked. 


‘And here we are.” 


Stiles tilted his head up to find that yes, they’d finally made it out of the preserve and were on 
the outskirts of town. “Thank god.” The two men laughed at him but they weren’t the ones 
with holes in their leg. 


“We'll just call someone to collect you and take you to the hospital.” 


“No thanks.” Stiles unwrapped his arm from around one of the men to fish out his phone, 
with a single hand he went about unlocking the phone and queuing up a well-known phone 
number. He pressed send and put the phone to his ear, he waited and then smiled. “Hey, 
Dad...Funny story...Hey, I don’t always have bad news when I start a sentence like that!” 


Peter rolled his eyes at the boy's antics. 


“Look...I uh...Went into the forest and was taking a walk and funny thing is that hunters are 
douchebags and leave traps in there, who knew?” Stiles grimaced as his dad began shouting. 
“Long story short? I stepped into a bear trap. I’m okay...I mean, minus the god-awful holes in 
my leg. No, I am not still in the woods, I’m on the outskirts of town.” He scowled when one 
of the men held out their hand, shaking his head he returned to talking to his dad. “Well, I 
didn’t think anything bad would happen...Obviously. Hey!” 


Peter ignored the boy's indignation and smiled into the phone. “Hello, Sheriff. Peter Hale, 
your son was trespassing on our land and managed to step into a bear trap some illegal 
hunters left behind. We’re located on the west side of town, Eastmont Street. Oh no, I think 
he’s contemplating just how bad of an idea this was all on his own.” He looked back at the 
teen who was glaring at him, he chuckled at what the sheriff had to say about his son. “I 
see...Well, let's hope he doesn’t make this a reoccurring thing. Yes, we’ ll be right here.” He 


handed the phone back to the teen who hastily took it only to groan when he saw the call was 
dead. 


“Damn it.” He glared at the man. “Why’d you go and do that?” 
“To get you help for your leg,” Derek muttered. 
“T was doing just fine explaining things.” 


Derek rolled his eyes. “Sure you were.” He ignored the boy's attempts to intimidate him by 
glaring, instead choosing to tell the teen. “No more trespassing.” 


Stiles huffed, he didn’t care what they said...Owner of the woods or not. He was going to 
wander wherever he wanted and nobody not even his dad could stop him. 
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“I’ve heard from the Betas that they intend to take driving lessons.” 
Derek snorted. “They’re not using either of our cars.” 


Peter laughed and shook his head. “No, definitely not,” Peter smirked at Derek’s 
protectiveness of his Camaro, it would be a cold day in hell before he allowed any of the 
teens to touch his car. “My point was, they’re getting older, and as such it's our responsibility 
to start training them.” Derek gave him a passing glance but Peter continued. “Right now our 
pack is only as protected as you or I can manage, the Betas have no training, no skill in 
fighting to be of any use. They’re more of a liability than anything, despite their many 
assurances that they could help.” 


Derek sighed, he knew his uncle was right he just didn’t look forward to the task of training 
them. They weren’t born wolves, they had been human before so they weren’t prepared for 
the rigors of what being a wolf could entail. “I know you’re right.” 


“But?” 
Derek shook his head when Peter assumed that he was against it. “It’s not going to be easy.” 
“No, I didn’t think it would be, but it's important for the safety of our pack.” 


Derek gave a resigned nod as they continued to scout out the property of the preserve. The 
sound of thundering hooves had them lifting their heads with a frown. “What on earth?” 


“A stampede,” Peter muttered. The only thing that could make that much noise would be the 
deer herds that lived inside their territory, but that just meant that something was hunting 
them. “Come on.” He ran forward, intent on finding out what was hunting the deer. It took a 


minute to locate the running herd, they were in a small gully bleating out in fear as they 
circled each other as they lay cornered at the end of the gully. 


Peter gasped when he saw the hind fending off a pair of dogs. “Damn it.” 
“Shit.” 


The two wolves quickly slid their way down into the gully, growling they garnered the dog's 
attention straight away. A flare of their eyes and teeth sent the pair scurrying away their tails 
between their legs. Sighing now that the threat was gone, the pair took notice of something 
else. The hind was limping. 


“Oh dear.” Peter tilted his head. “Did one of those heathens bite him?” 


“That’s not good,” Derek muttered, whoever owned those dogs would be in for it. They 
watched as the hind panted, it shifted on its legs before twisting as if to check on the herd. 
“They’re alright, just spooked. The hind limped a bit before turning its attention back to 
them. The strange wound looked almost like a bear trap rather than a dog's bite. “How would 
he have gotten loose, that looks like a bear trap.” 


“Artemis,” Peter replied. “She freed him.” Peter smiled sadly as the hind bellowed back at 
them. “Yes, we see you just fine, you have nothing to fear of us.” Peter bowed his head 
before hissing to his nephew. “Bow.” 


Derek bowed his head in reverence of the creature. He flinched when it gave another loud 
bellow, the two wolves lay frozen as the herd of deer went charging around them as if they 
weren’t standing in the middle of the gully. 


The panting breaths of the hind drew closer as it came to stand in front of them. Lifting his 
head Derek frowned at the great stag, it was his first time laying eyes on it and it was a 
magnificent sight. It twisted suddenly to lick at its injured leg before turning back towards 
them. “He’ll heal right?” 


“Oh, I’m certain of that.” Peter smiled as the hind hobbled his way between them, heading 
after the herd most likely. Twisting about to watch it go, Peter told his nephew. “Whoever set 
that trap is going to regret it.” 


Derek snorted at his uncle's glee at whatever befell the hunter who had left his trap behind. 
“Yeah.” 
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“Dude, did you see the paper?” 


“Yeah, gnarly right?” 


“Yeah.” 


Peter hummed, looking up from his book to ask. “What was in the paper that has you all 
enthralled?” 


Scott turned to tell the older wolf. “Some dude was out hunting and he stepped in a bear trap, 
it was so bad they had to amputate part of his leg.” 


Peter smirked and looked back to his book. 
“Why are you smiling? That’s gross dude.” 


Peter huffed when they became defensive over his apparent glee at such a gruesome injury. 
“I’m sure none of you see the commonality but if I had to guess, that little hunting accident 
wasn’t an accident.” 


“What do you mean? Like someone shoved him into it?” 


Peter shook his head at the teen's belief that it was something as simple as that, looking back 
up to the intrigued group he explained. “The hind was injured, Derek and I saw it the other 
day. Chances are that man was the reason it was hurt, hence, Artemis took his leg.” The 
shocked looks the teens had garnered a nod from him. “Do not cross the hind, it's her 
favored.” 


“Jesus Christ...She just made him have an accident?” 


“Yes.” Peter flipped a page in his book. “The only difference is that the hind didn’t lose a leg, 
it was just injured.” 


“That seems a bit extreme,” Isaac muttered. 


“Vengeful goddess.” Peter chimed effortlessly, missing the exchange of glances the Betas 
shared at the news. He smirked just thinking about it, it was a hard lesson to learn, or rather 
for that man it was a hard punishment but one did not cross an angry goddess and her prized 
deer. 
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Peter paused in his walk when he heard the crunch of something following him, smirking he 
was prepared to deal with whatever foolish creature would try to sneak up on him. He turned 
only to still when he saw the hind, he bowed his head at once. “I foolishly thought you were 

something else.” 


He heard the hind approach and smiled when its breath ghosted his forehead, looking back up 
Peter remarked. “I hope you’re leg is doing better.” The hind shook its antlers rattling a bit 
before it surprised the wolf by pressing forward to nudge him. 


Peter staggered under its insistence. Taking a step back he frowned when the stag bleated at 
him. “What is it you need?” He took a staggering step back when the hind stepped forward 
and nudged him again. Nodding, he turned and headed in the direction the hind indicated. “I 
suppose there is some favor you require.” He smiled when the hind came to walk beside him, 
leading him with only a small hitch in its step from its injured leg. Peter gave the injury a 
passing glance but was pleased to see that it was healing well. A ruckus up ahead drew his 
attention, the sharp bleating of a deer. Frowning, he came through the brush alongside the 
hind to find a young stag snagged upon some vines. 


Peter smiled and glanced at the hind which had retrieved him for the sole purpose of freeing 
the yearling. “I see.” Peter drew closer, mindful of the yearling's feet as it tried laboriously to 
free itself. “Calm.” Peter laid his hand on the deer letting it know he was there, it bleated out 
in fear and tried to kick him but a loud bellow from the hind stilled it. “My thanks.” Peter 
chuckled at the hind's actions. Humming as he went about untangling the young buck's 
antlers from the thick vines he remarked. “You’re going to get yourself into a lot of trouble if 
you’re already getting yourself wrapped up in things.” He chided the young buck as he 
ripped free the last vine from its antlers. 


Peter smiled and stepped back as it shook itself out before running to stand behind the hind. 
Peter bowed his head once more to the hind before remarking. “You’ve taken over guarding 
the deer in the preserve.” The hind gave a soft snort, looking back at it Peter questioned. “TI 
didn’t think you’d linger but you’re most welcome to stay.” 


The hind nodded its head back at him before twisting about to bleat at the yearling which 
took off running deeper into the forest. Peter was expecting it to go, but the hind surprised 
him by approaching. It lowered its head before nudging the wolf, Peter allowed his hand to 
come up and gently touch the hind face. He marveled at the soft pelt as the hind nibbled on 
his jacket. 


“I’m afraid I don’t have anything to offer you.” The hind's ears flickered before it pulled 
back. Dropping his hand, Peter smiled as it canted about and headed deeper into the woods. 
Shaking his head at the rare encounter, he continued on his way as if he hadn’t been 
interrupted by the hind needing his help. 
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Derek walked the lines of their territory, Peter was busy so he was doing it alone that day. It 
was peaceful and nice to be out in the fresh air. The sounds of the forest were relaxing, a 
calming balm to his wolf. He’d chosen to stay as he was rather than run in his wolf skin that 
day. 


The young wolf paused a smirk forming on his face as a doe went racing by, he followed her 
progress as she gave a bleat into the woods as if seeking out more of her kind. 


He jumped when the call of the hind echoed in the woods, Derek huffed, well now her 
urgency made sense. Peter had told him about rescuing a yearling for the hind, for whatever 
reason it had chosen to lay claim to the preserve. Neither of the wolves was upset by this, 
though they were cautious in their approach of the great beast not wanting to risk the wrath of 
Artemis. 


Thus far the only person who had managed that was the hunter who had injured it, so it was 
safe to say that so long as they didn’t harm the great stag they were safe. He finished his 
patrol of the eastern border before heading back towards his loft, his eyes found deer tracks 
soon enough in the mud, alongside it a deeper hoof print. The hind. Derek smiled at the sign 
of the blessed stag. 


Coming further into the woods, Derek’s attention was drawn to his left. There in a soft 
meadow was a group of does, the yearling that Peter had talked about was grazing nearby but 
the hind was nowhere to be seen. Frowning, Derek slowly approached to see if it was lying 
down. 


His eyes widened when he came upon the herd and saw something impossible. The sheriff's 
son was reclined against one of the does, reading. “What the hell.” The boy jerked upright 
frightened by his approach. Derek winced when the herd cried out in fear and took off deeper 
into the woods. 


“Aww man.” Stiles glared after the herd. “It took me forever to round them up.” 
“You rounded up the deer?” 

Stiles twisted about to glare at the man. “I’m the deer whisperer.” 

Derek huffed, folding his arms over his chest he remarked. “You’re trespassing.” 


“No, I’m not,” Stiles smirked back at the man, the wolf he knew him to be. “Your uncle said I 
was welcome to stay.” 


Derek frowned, he was sure that Peter had never done such a thing but the boy wasn’t lying. 
“Why would he do that?” 


Stiles climbed to his feet, a small hobble to his step. “Cause I’m awesome, duh.” 
Derek glared at the sarcastic teen. “Try again.” 

Stiles laughed at how irritated the wolf appeared to be. “Man, you’re such a sourwolf.” 
“What?” 


Stiles smirked and made a shooing motion. “I have to go round them back up, you go on 
home fido.” 


Derek scowled. “What are you talking about? They won’t come to you.” 


Stiles huffed at how thick the wolf was being. “Really?” He threw back. “They won’t come 
back to me?” The man shook his head, nodding Stiles said. “Fine, walk with me.” Stiles 
twisted about and started walking in the direction the herd had traveled. 


“They’re deer, they’re afraid of humans.” 
“They’re not afraid of you or your uncle.” 


Derek glared. “That’s different, we’ve lived here all our lives, they know they don’t have 
anything to fear from us.” 


“Not true, you hunt them.” 

Derek gave an odd look to the back of the teen's head. “How would you know that?” 
“They told me.” 

Derek gave off a soft laugh. “The deer spoke to you?” This kid was clearly delusional. 


“Yep.” Stiles smiled when he caught sight of one of the does. “There she is.” He walked 
steadily towards the doe, she raised her head up staring straight at him. “It’s alright, the big 
bad wolf isn’t here to eat you.” 


Derek froze upon hearing the boy's words. “Wolf?” 


Stiles rolled his eyes as he got to the deer's side, petting her as he turned and muttered. “Duh, 
that’s what you are, did you forget.” 


Derek growled. “How-” 


Stiles smirked as he continued to pet the deer, not revealing what he’d known. “I never 
thanked you properly for chasing off those dogs...They weren’t really a threat but with my leg 
jacked up I wasn’t really on board with goring them.” 


Derek stared back at the teen in shock. “What?” 


Stiles rolled his eyes, patting the deer beside him he walked a few steps away from her to 
make sure she wouldn’t get hurt. “FYI, you still have to bow.” With a fluid motion, the teen 
slid effortlessly into his pelt. He staggered a bit on his bum leg before bellowing out at the 
wolf who looked like he might faint. 


“Y-You’re.”” Derek shook his head as he stared at the hind, at the boy he’d just seen transform 
into the hind. It bellowed back at him, its ears falling back against its head as it scuffed the 
ground. Derek grit his teeth but bowed his head. “How is this possible?” 


“Don’t you know how it works?” 
Derek lifted his head to see the teen once more standing there. “How it works?” 


Stiles nodded his head. “Yeah, I mean you can turn into a wolf.” 


“That’s different, a hind is-” 


“IT know what I am.” Stiles laughed. “But the myths about you guys are all half-truths, I’m the 
same way.” 


“Meaning?” 

“Artemis still favors me, but I’m not bound to my pelt like the older ones were.” 

Derek gave a soft nod upon hearing that. “A-And you were just born a hind?” 

“Family tree.” Stiles motioned to the wolf. “Born, just like you.” 

“Your dad?” 

Stiles shook his head. “My mom.” 

“Where is she? We’ve only seen you.” Derek frowned at how the boy looked pointedly away. 
“She’s gone.” 

Derek sighed when he realized his error. “I’m sorry.” 

“You don’t want to know what Artemis did to that hunter.” 

Derek could only imagine, looking back he huffed. “Like the one that’s now missing a leg?” 


Stiles grinned. “Yeah.” He turned when the doe chewed on the back of his shirt. “I don’t have 
any food, Clarice.” 


“Clarice?” 

Stiles looked back at the confused wolf and said. ““What? You don’t name things?” 
“Not deer.” 

“Oh, well I do.” 


Derek nodded his head, not quite sure what to make of that. “You can speak to them.” He 
realized. 


“Yep.” Stiles grinned as he petted the doe. “They have a lot to say.”” Looking back at the wolf 
he said. “They told me about you.” 


“Yeah?” 
“That you protect the forest, that you’ve never over-hunted them.” 


Derek grimaced when he realized just who he was talking to. ““We won’t hunt them again.” 


Stiles laughed at the repentant wolf. “You don’t have to stop hunting them just because I’m 
here, it’s the natural order of things.” He smiled sadly at the doe. “I’1l mourn the ones that are 
felled, but it's important that the weaker ones are taken down.” 


“You’re sure?” 


Stiles nodded his head, smiling back at the wolf. “Besides, you two haven’t hunted one in a 
while... This autumn will you hunt?” 


“We normally do.” Derek shrugged. Somehow he had a feeling they’d have a harder time of 
that. 


“T should come with you.” 
Derek swallowed tightly. “Why?” 


Stiles snickered at how fearful the wolf appeared to be. “I can breathe their last breath, they 
won’t feel any pain and they’ Il pass on peacefully.” 


“And that doesn’t bother you?” 


Stiles shook his head. “Like I said, it's the natural order of things. They know their lives are a 
great ebb and tide, that they are prey and will be hunted.” 


Derek sighed, this was a lot to take in. 


“Don’t worry so much sourwolf, I promise not to hex you guys.” Stiles laughed. “Besides, 
Artemis won’t do anything so long as you don’t hunt me.” 


“We know better.” Derek groused. 
“See? You’re fine, you guys got me out of the bear trap.” 
“We didn’t know it was you!” 


“You still helped me,” Stiles replied in kind, his attention drifting towards the other does that 
began emerging from the forest. “That damn yearling is going to be a pain in my ass.” 


Derek smirked at the teen's complaint. “How so?” 


“He keeps wandering off despite my many assurances that he needs to protect the herd, it's 
his herd it doesn’t matter if I’m here.” 


“He’s young.” 


Stiles blew out a tight breath and nodded. “Yeah, but he’s a healthy buck, he’ll make a good 
head for the herd.” Looking back at the wolf Stiles said. “I can trust you to keep my secret, 
can’t I?” He got a nod. “Good.” He jerked his thumb over his shoulder. “I’m going to go 
round up that loser.” 


Derek chuckled at the sour tone Stiles used when referencing the young buck. “Good luck.” 
He had so much to tell his uncle, then again, the whole pack would need to know. 


He watched Stiles trail off into the woods, the many does following after him like little sheep. 
Shaking his head, Derek turned away and headed back towards the loft. This was not what 
he’d expected when going to patrol the preserve. 
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“T’m not bowing to him.” 

Derek glared at Erica. “You have to.” 

“He’s just the new boy.” 

“No, he’s the hind.” Peter snapped. “And you bow to hinds.” 
Erica huffed. “But we know who he is now.” 


“What he is and that’s all that matters,” Derek replied. “Bow, you do not want Artemis taking 
offense on his behalf.” Erica didn’t look sold so he reminded her. “Or do you want to miss a 
leg?” She grimaced, nodding Derek reinforced. “So long as we don’t hunt him we’ll be fine, 
but you have to show proper respect.” 


“Even if you don’t get along at school, if he’s in that pelt you will bow.” Peter enforced with 
a dark glower. 


“Fine.” Erica pouted. “T still think it's stupid.” 
“You can think whatever you like, just don’t be stupid.” Peter drawled in a bored fashion. 
“Can we pet him?” 


Derek sighed at the stupid question. “You can only touch him if he lets you, don’t go walking 
up to him to pet him.” He couldn’t believe he was being forced to say such a thing. 


“And try not to startle the herd,” Peter explained. “He’s protecting them and he won’t take 
too kindly to you lot chasing them off.” 


“Okay.” Scott nodded. “So bow, don’t scare the deer, and don’t pet him.” 
Peter smirked as Scott reiterated all that they’d laid down. “Yes.” 
“Can we feed the deer?” 


Peter sighed as Isaac asked such a question. “I doubt he’d let you.” 


“But I mean, that’s not threatening.” 
“No.” Derek agreed. “But he still might not want you to do that.” 


“Okay.” Isaac shrugged, a little upset that he wouldn’t get a chance to do such a thing now 
that the hind was around to keep the herd passive. 


“So is he going to start coming over?” Boyd questioned the two older wolves. “Since he’s 
like us?” 


“That’s up to him,” Derek muttered. “He might, he might not. He’s aware of what you all are, 
just treat him with respect when he’s in his pelt.” 


“But otherwise we can tell him like it is?” 
Derek glared at Erica. “Technically, yes, but it's not wise to piss him off.” 
Erica shrugged, not at all put out by the warning. 


Peter rolled his eyes at the girl's apparent plot to be rude to the boy, he sent a passive glare to 
his nephew before motioning towards the man's Betas. Derek glared right back to him so he 
clearly didn’t like the reminder that he’d chosen the Betas. 


Smirking, Peter returned to his book and idly listened to the many warnings Derek handed 
out to the curious Betas who seemed dead set on finding a workaround to showing reverence 
to the hind. 
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Peter smiled as he came upon the herd of deer, he didn’t see the hind anywhere but the does 
were relaxing. They stared back at him a bit but none seemed fearful. 


“Get back there you idiot!” 


Peter turned only to chuckle as he saw Stiles pointing towards the does as he herded the 
yearling back towards the herd. “I see you’ve been busy.” 


Stiles groaned as the yearling finally went to stand nearby. “I swear to god if there was 
another buck nearby I’d say he was your man for fall.” 


Peter laughed. “I see.” Looking back he smiled as the yearling went back to grazing as if he 
hadn’t wandered off from the does that were meant to be under his protection. “He’s a good 
yearling.” 


“No, he’s a pain in my ass.” 


“T meant he looks healthy.” 


“Oh...Well, yeah.” Stiles nodded as he came to stand beside the wolf. “He’s only got baby 
antlers though.” 


“He’s a yearling Stiles, he has time to grow into such things.” 


“Provided he doesn’t annoy me to death,” Stiles muttered. “If it wasn’t such a headache I’d 
track down another buck and herd him all the way here but Dad would freak out if I went 
missing.” 


“Best to leave it to nature, another will come along eventually or he’ Il grow into himself.” 


Stiles hummed, the wolf wasn’t wrong, but the yearling was still plenty annoying. Looking 
back at the man he asked. “So what are you doing all the way out here?” 


Peter smirked. “It’s our territory, Stiles, we patrol it.” 


“Oh.” Stiles thought about it a moment before nodding. “Cool.” Grinning he asked. “Do you 
like piss on trees?” 


Peter glared at the teen who started laughing. “No.” He blandly retorted. “We do not.” 
Reaching out he let his claws come forth to scratch deep into a nearby tree. “That is what we 
do.” 


Stiles leaned forward to stare at the dark slashes in the tree. “Oooh, that’s cool...But how does 
that ward off things?” 


“Our scent is layered in it.” Peter educated the hind. “If another wolf trespasses they’ II be 
doing it knowingly.” 


“Huh, that’ s kinda neat.” Stiles’ attention was drawn back to the herd when a doe got up and 
shook herself out, she wandered a ways before nibbling on a plant. “I think she’s pregnant.” 


“You do?” 

Stiles hummed. “I know it’s not exactly the best timing, but she just seems...Off.” 
“Could she be sick?” 

Stiles shook his head. “I’d be able to sense that.” 

“Well, an early fawn isn’t a bad thing.” 


“No, I guess not...Just odd timing. I know it didn’t come from that idiot so she must have 
come from farther away.” 


Peter chuckled at the teen's sour attitude towards the yearling. “Derek told me about your 
stance on our hunting this fall.” 


Stiles nodded. “Totally okay with it, though you two know better than to hunt a doe with 
fawns.” 


“Of course.” 
Stiles smiled and pointed at the yearling. “And he’s off limits, otherwise have fun.” 
Peter smirked. “We’ll only take one.” 


“Good.” Stiles sighed as he looked over the herd, quite proud of himself for bringing them all 
together. They’d been spread out all over the preserve not organized at all. Now they had 
protection in numbers and his protection. Looking over at the wolf he asked. “How often do 
people trespass to hunt?” 


Peter sighed. “More than we’d like, but we rarely catch them in the act... You should be 
careful during hunting season.” 


Stiles hummed as he looked back at the herd. “She’d strike them down if they felled me.” 
Peter grit his teeth. “Let's avoid that shall we?” 

“Yeah.” Stiles looked back at the wolf and smiled. “I think this place is going to be good.” 
“Good?” 


Stiles nodded and went on to explain. “The herd I can look after, and you guys look after the 
land. I’ve never had a place like this, and Dad's happy with his job...Everything kinda just 
fits.” 


“Ah, well, we’re quite pleased to have you,” Peter smirked and pointed. “But I think your job 
isn’t quite over. 


“Huh?” Stiles looked over only to growl when he saw the yearling was wandering off. “Son 
of a bitch! Get back here!” 


Peter laughed as he watched Stiles storm after the yearling, leaning on a tree he enjoyed 
watching the teen lecture the deer. It was a strange sight, but nice all the same. 


He huffed when the boy suddenly changed form, bellowing back at the yearling who went 
skirting back to the herd. The hind snorted, its head lowered before it shook itself out and 
walked around the outskirts of the herd, Peter bowed his head to it as it came to stand beside 
him. 


He smiled as Stiles breathed against him a moment before nudging him. Peter patted the 
hinds neck as he went back to looking at the herd. “They’II be well protected with you around 
and the pack will protect all of you.” The hind gave a soft call in answer. A strange blessing 
they had to have a hind on their preserve, but a good one nonetheless. Peter was hopeful that 
with Stiles around they might garner a bit of Artemis’ favor when it came to threats that 
might come into the preserve. Anything to protect the pack, and their newest ally. 


Peter smirked when the yearling started to wander once more, he chuckled when the hind 
snorted angrily before trotting away from him to go round it up once more. “He’s worse than 
Derek’s Betas.” He chuckled to himself before leaving the hind to take care of the herd, it 
was best he get back to the pack. 


Derek was always in need of a hand to round the Betas up, they caused a certain amount of 
chaos all on their own something which brought about his many reminders to his nephew 
about choosing more wisely when giving the gift of the bite to someone. 
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